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We are pleased to announce the results of our 2nd Annual Writing Competition. We had over 100 
submissions from all over the world, such as Australia, Bangladesh, Burundi, Canada, Germany, 
India, New Zealand, Pakistan, Tanzania, U.A.E, UK and United States. We also had writers from the 
ages of 4 years old to 61 years young. Each writer had an interesting perspective and unique take 
on the topic, and we wish to congratulate all of the participants!

We also want to thank our judges for taking on this challenging role of picking the best entries 
from all the wonderful submissions. May Allah bless the judges, participants, and their parents and 
teachers. Jazākallāh Khayr!
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""O Abbas we have lost everything as we have lost you!" exclaimed Bibi Zainab (A.S)". Amina read 
in the book. Amina, Ali and Rameez were reading a book about Bibi Zainab and Karbala. It was a 
month before Muharram was to start. Rameez, who was just three years old, asked his siblings if 
they will be able to do anything for Muharram this year. The kids lived in Canada and their Prime 
Minister had declared an 'emergency' due to the 2020 Covid-19 pandemic. The family had been in 
complete lockdown and the kids were feeling bad that the lockdown will prevent them from mourning 
Muharram this year. Even the local mosque was still closed. 

Eight-year-old, Amina, who always liked to see the positive sides of things, said "Don't worry! We 
will think of something." Amina was a very talented baker, singer and loved playing board games. She 
wanted to have her own YouTube channel one day. Her favorite pastime was to use her talents to 
bring happiness and hope for others. Five-year-old Ali said, "The next mission for siblings club would 
be to mourn Muharram in a better way this year as compared to last year". 
Ali was in kindergarten but was already reading and doing his math at Grade 2 level. He loved learning. 
All three kids looked at each other for ideas. 

Ali said, "Any ideas anyone?" 

"No!" All the kids said at once. 

"What if we can never have majalis again?" said Ali. 

Just at that moment, the door swung open and their mother came to the room. Its time to do salaat. 
Everybody went to the mosque in the house. It was decorated with beautiful names of the Imams. 
As they prayed, they wished there would be a way to have Muharram this year. After they had lunch 
and the parents went to have a nap, the siblings ran to the basement and started their 'Sibling Club' 
meeting. 

Amina said, " Let's brainstorm ideas". Ali had an idea! "Why not we make videos on how to do majalis 
at home and post them on YouTube". Everybody liked the idea and they started right away. Amina 
found an old camera to use for videotaping. Ali started making a list of things they should include in 
the video. And Rameez started practicing nohas and Quran suras to be included in the video. The first 
video was posted on YouTube the same day. The kids watched the YouTube video. But Rameez said "I 
miss making friends at the majlis and playing with them". Ali said, "I guess we can try something that 
is a two-way communication". They all went to the basement to brainstorm again. 

Amina had an idea. She explained her idea to everyone. They were going to give out bags with 
everything you need in a majlis like muffins for tabaruk, banners with 'Ya Hussain' written on it, 
white sheets to cover up the floor and hijaabs (head coverings) for the girls. Amina got started on the 
muffins. Ali made the banners and ordered, with the help of his mother, the white sheets and hijaabs 
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online. Rameez decorated the bags in which they would put the stuff in. Their parents agreed to drop 
off the bags to their Muslims friends house. While maintaining social distance, the kids waved to their 
friends. It felt nice to see their friends even if they could not play with them. 

When they came home, Rameez said "I still miss making friends during Muharram". The kids started 
brainstorming for ideas again, but they did not have any more ideas. 

A day before Ashura, they were still brainstorming for ideas. Rameez thought about how his sister and 
brother were still going to school online. They were using Google Meet to talk to their friends and 
learn different things. Then an idea popped right into his head. He explained his idea to everyone else. 
They all thought it was perfect. Rameez suggested they have majalis online like they have their classes 
using Google Meet. Amina suggested they use 'kahoot' to have an interactive quiz for the participants 
of the majlis. "Its really fun!" she said happily. Ali also suggested, "We can distribute Tabaruk to 
everyone who participates in the majlis." Their parents loved the idea. The kids organized a majlis on 
Google Meet on the day of ashura. Their friends and family from around the world participated and 
tabaruk was delivered to their houses. It was their first ever online majlis. They were able to talk to 
their friends after the majlis and talk about how they have adapted majalis during the lockdown. 

That night, Amina was reading a story about Bibi Zainab to her siblings. She read that Bibi Zainab (A.S) 
said, "I saw nothing but beauty in Karbala". Amina said "I think I know why she said that. I saw beauty 
during this Muharram too". "This Muharram was the best we ever had!" said Rameez.



The day was bright at Ziarath the sun was shining on the shrine of Imam Hussain a.s., the palm trees 
were waving in the sunlight, the fonds were shimmering patterns around the shrine. 

A little girl called Zainab who was 8 years old was doing Zuhr namaaz at the Shrine. When she finished 
she went to kiss the Alam, but she heard some sobbing noises. She looked around wondering what 
that noise was and who was making it. But there was no one there, so she looked a bit more closely 
at the Alam. It was coming from mashq wrapped around the Alam! Zainab looked closer, she asked it 

“Why are you crying”? 

“Well today was the day my Master died” the mashq sobbed 

“Who was your Master”? asked Zainab 

“Well let me tell you the story of Karbala” said the mashq 

“Ok but I need to go back to my Mum now, I’ll ask the caterer if I can bring you home to tell me the 
story, and I promise to return you” 

The caterer said yes! So she grabbed the mashq and ran to her Mum as fast as she could. 

The mashq started his story: 

“One day a long time ago my Lady Sakina used to look after me, play with me and I loved it when 
she swung me around!” “But there came a time when I was becoming so dry like a tortoise shell 
and I was getting wrinkled. There was no water for 3 days! My Lady Sakina went to ask my Master 
Hazrath Abbas a.s. to please please get some water. And so I remember him grabbing me firmly and 
carrying me to the river Euphrates – and oh when I felt the water again, it felt like I was expanding 
like a balloon! Ready to work again and serve water.” “So when my Master swung me on his shoulder 
I felt like now is the time I will be able to give water to my Lady Sakina a.s. again, I was excited. But 
my Master knew Yazid and his army were coming. They shot his right arm! Then he swung me onto his 
left shoulder, but they shot that arm also – I was quickly caught in his mouth! It was our last chance! 

But then I felt a piercing in my leather skin – oh my dear God, I was devastated the water was pouring 
out of me through the little hole, it was like tears flowing. I tried to tell my Master – tip me up sideways 
so the water could stay in. But then when I turned around and could see through the hole, I saw him 
laying on the ground. Oh my Master! And then my elder Master -Imam Hussain a.s. came running and 
I could bear it no longer. I knew then I am not going to be able to serve the water to my Lady Sakina 
a.s. I closed my eyes and wished one day I could serve water one day again’. 
“And now look at me, by the miracle of Allah, everyday I serve water to the travellers who come to the 
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shrine of my Masters and I serve water every day. My dear Zainab, I hope you understand”. 

She replied “I understand, I need to stay strong, and how Allah gave you a chance to serve others in a 
different way to what you had wanted no matter how hard it is”.



It takes a great amount of tawhid and taqwa to do what Imam Husain (as) and Sayyidah Zaynab (as) 
did. I heard in one of the majalis that Imam Husain (as) shows the best example of tawhid. The level of 
tawhid that Imam Husain (as) and Sayyidah Zaynab (as) had is incomparable to reach. They both placed 
their complete trust in Allah (swt) with the purest intention. They very well knew the consequences 
that their families and companions will be put through. Imam Husain (as) and Sayyidah Zaynab (as) 
didn’t just have tawhid they also had firm taqwa. Imam Husain (as) understood that death was not a 
failure; instead comprising with a tyrant was a true failure and every step that Sayyidah Zaynab (as) 
took was with her firm belief and piety in Allah (swt). 

When I begin to look at the lives of my Imams (as) after Imam Husain (as) I wonder if they all went 
through a time like today where we’re not able to congregate, perform Azadaari or visit the shrine of 
Imam Husain (as). 

The Imam that comes to my mind is Imam Al-Askari (as) who was quarantined in one house and then 
moved to the darkest, scariest dungeon. He was not able to speak to his friends and family. He was 
always surrounded by heartless guards who were themselves imprisoned by refusing to believe in 
the Imam (as). After the guards would return from the caliph with their report; they would return with 
shame and tears. The guards would think to themselves why do we torcher this man when he doesn't 
fight back and we see him only praying to his Lord. 

Next Imam that comes to my mind is Imam Musa al-Kadhim (as). He was in prison multiple times. He 
barely had time to talk to his followers. One time when he was in prison for three years and the jail 
was so low that he couldn't even stand up. The Imam (as) was quarantined in the tiny jail cell and he 
would only thank and pray to Allah (swt). 

Our third Imam Ali as-Sajjad Zainul Abideen (as) was house arrested almost all his life. I have heard in 
one of the majalises that the Caliph of the time would not even let Imam Ali as-Sajjad Zainul Abideen 
(as) go in the masjid of his grandfather Prophet Muhammad (pbuh). He was not allowed to meet or 
speak to his companions however with his determination and taqwa he found a way to communicate 
with his followers. He wrote duas to communicate with his followers about how to tackle worldly 
things and ask Allah (swt) for guidance. 

Every Muharram, as a volunteer I picked up the trash, packed tabarruk, and showed people where to 
park their cars with my Baba. However, this Muharram was very different due to COVID 19. This time 
we had to bring the Idara in our homes where my family and I worked together to make our home 
feel like we were at the Idara. Even though we had brought the Idara into our home, I still missed 
volunteering and helping the azadars. However this Muharram has taught me that no matter what 
comes in your way be it COVID 19 you don’t let it stop you from continuing on the path to Allah (swt). 
In spite of whatever came in my way something good and unexpected happened in the first 10 days 
of Muharram. I got to attend a social distance majlis at my cousin’s house, a chance to attend a family 
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majlis at Kabrastan (graveyard) and I also got to volunteer by checking people's temperature before 
letting them inside. All of these opportunities came when I was losing motivation and Allah (swt) 
helped me by staying positive and productive through helping people. 

Our Imams (as) also show us that they learned and gained strength from Imam Husain (as) and Sayyidah 
Zaynab (as) which also shows me that I can learn and gain strength from them and apply to even the 
little opportunities I get in times of COVID 19. The way Imam Husain (as) and Sayyidah Zaynab (as) put 
their complete trust in Allah (swt) and held onto their taqwa I also had to learn to place my complete 
trust with the purest intention in Allah (swt).
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And there it was. Shining in the night sky like a silent beacon was the crescent moon, sending a signal of 
sorrow with it’s soft ghostly glow. Muhurram had arrived, and the majlis for the first night of Muharram 
was about to play. I couldn’t help but inwardly groan as the commentator appeared on the screen and 
said, “Due to the COVID-19 crisis, we will be streaming our majlises live to your homes.” It just didn’t 
feel right not physically being in the mosque to mourn the martyrdom of Imam Hussain (a.s). 

I sighed in disappointment until the Sheikh’s image appeared on the TV. He started discussing how, 
“these challenges can only make our love for Hussain stronger”. This sounded fairly interesting to me, 
but despite my efforts to focus, I ended up zoning out through most of his speech. 

Eventually, he started the Musibah, and I buried my head between my knees. All of the sudden, 
everything became silent. I looked up, only to see complete darkness. My stomach lurched back and 
I felt as though my skin was peeling off, like I was moving at the speed of light. My mind was racing 
and my heart was pounding, until finally everything became still. My vision slowly cleared, and I found 
myself standing in a desert. I desperately tried to steal my nerves as I scanned my surroundings. 

The sky was painted blood red as the sun disappeared across the horizon. I stood on a small hill, with 
grains of scorching sand covering my toes. To my great horror, there lay a sea of dead, massacred bodies 
not far from where I stood. My mouth went dry and I felt sick to my stomach. My head throbbed as 
I tried to think straight, but the smell of the corpses and the burning heat clouded my thoughts. Just 
then, a massive white horse rode past me, knocking me off my feet. I only had time to catch a glimpse 
of the horse’s rider; a man dressed in heavy armour, and had a beard that seemed to be stained 
in crimson. My jaw dropped when I saw the man raise a two-tongued sword engraved with Arabic 
writing, and suddenly all the pieces of the puzzle fell into place. 

Somehow, I had traveled to Karbala 1400 years earlier. I turned, and there stood a group of women 
and children, all gazing longingly at the man who must have been Imam Hussain (a.s) . 

I realized what was happening too late. Across from me on the opposite side of the desert, an army 
of thousands filed into the battlefield. Hussain (a.s) rode alone, with only his will and sword to fight 
the enemy. I was overcome with devastation and agony as I witnessed the scene, but deep within 
my soul I felt a spark of pride, as I thought about how Hussain stood for what was right, even when 
he stood alone. His life, his freedom, his familyeverything he had was taken away from him, but that 
would not stop him from carrying on the legacy of Islam. Suddenly, my thoughts were interrupted by 
a horrid, heart wrenching wail from the camp of Hussain (a.s). My head snapped up, and there, lying 
on the burning sands of Karbala was a body covered in arrows and wounds. A man walked over to 
Hussain’s ravaged body, and lifted his sword, preparing to strike. I wanted to scream, to run over to 
Imam Hussain’s body, but before a single sound could escape my lips, my vision went pitch black, and 
I experienced the same time traveling sensation as before. 
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When the darkness faded from my view, I realized I was no longer standing on the plains of Karbala. 
Rather, I was slumped on ornate, intricately designed cushions, sitting beside a group of men dressed 
in layers of rich clothing, and flaunting their golden accessories. I sat in a grand courtyard, facing an 
obese, wealthy man who sat on a massive throne. There was something about these men that was 
just so… repulsive. I hacked at my brain to recognize the setting, but the answer didn’t come to me 
until the same soldiers from the enemy army in Karbala marched in, followed by women and children 
shackled in chains. 

It brought tears to my eyes seeing the daughters of Fatima with their heads bare, their clothes reduced 
to rags, and their faces covered in dust. I felt my heart get caught in my throat when the men beside 
me and the man on the throne, Yazid, began laughing at them as they were practically herded towards 
the front of the court. But then, in the midst of the wickedness, I noticed one of the women rise and 
face the crowd. As she spoke, her words struck the hearts of the entire court. I could tell this woman 
was Syeda Zainab (a.s), and she would never allow anyone to humiliate the progeny of Rasulall-h 
(saw). With every setback she faced, she only became stronger and firmer in her beliefs. I wanted to 
stay longer to listen, until I felt myself time traveling again. 

When my vision cleared, I discovered I was back at home. Thousands of questions exploded in my 
head, and I heard a soft whisper beneath my conscience that seemed to be giving me my answer. 

“You took your heart to Karbala,” it said, “Anyone can do it, simply by remembering Ab’Abdill-h. You 
were wondering how to stand firm against challenges, and so you saw how Hussain(a.s) and Zainab(a.s) 
did not waver in their mission.” 

My eyes widened at the truth. “So this whole time… it was all in my head?” I wondered. 

“No. It was in your heart.” 

Later on, I reflected on how I had been afraid that without mosques, we would not be able to sustain 
Imam Hussain’s story. But now I realize that doors may be closed, but hearts are open.



“Salam, this is Hadi Abbas. I am calling to invite you to a majlis we are having at our house at 7 pm 
on Friday, please call back and let me know if you will be able to attend. Oh, and we would really 
appreciate it if you could wear a mask. Thank you!” This was the fiftieth call that my older brother Hadi 
had just made. Forty-nine people had confirmed and I was really excited that we could have a majlis 
for Imam Hussain even in the midst of this pandemic. Now I was sure that we were making Imam 
Hussain happy by holding a majlis for him and his companions. 

“Bzz, bzz!” 

Hadi picked up his phone and the last person confirmed! We had fifty people confirmed. 

I turned on the TV and BNC, my favorite news channel, was reporting. “Many people are dying and 
are getting sick because people are having gatherings at their houses, no social distancing, and sitting 
in a closed space. People really need to start thinking and realizing that COVID-19 is no joke and is 
deadly,” said the newscaster. 

I started thinking, is it fine to have this majlis? 

Then suddenly I thought, “What am I saying, this is for Imam Hussain, I have a good intention and 
Imam Hussain will take care of the safety of all the attendees.” 

Hadi calls out, “Zain! Come upstairs.” 

I go up and he asks, “Should we call and ask Sheikh Jawad if he can speak, or should we just play a 
video of a speech?” 

I reply “I think we should ask Sheikh, and if he says no, then the people can still come and we’ll just 
play a speech from last year.” 

Hadi decides to call and ask the Sheikh if he can recite the majlis at our house. 

“Salam Alaikum Sheikh, this is Hadi Abbas, how are you?” 

Sheikh replies, “Wa’alaikum Salam Hadi, I am good alhamdulillah, how are you?” 

Hadi said, “I am good Alhamdulillah! I have a favor to ask from you, Sheikh.” 

He says, “Please go ahead.” 

Hadi responded by saying, “Are you available on Friday night at 7 pm to come and recite a short majlis 
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at our house? We have fifty people who confirmed and would love it if you could come and recite for 
us. Zain and I will be reciting the nohas.” 

Sheikh, who sounded concerned said, “I am free but did you say that it was going to be at your house 
with fifty people?” 

Hadi replied, “Yes. Is that an issue?” 

Sheikh to our surprise said, “Do you think that is the best thing to do?” 

Hadi says, “We were thinking that since our intention is pure, and we just want to hold a majlis for 
Imam Hussain, there will be no problem, and our Imam will protect everyone from this virus. We are 
also taking precautions by telling everyone to wear a mask.” 

Sheikh responded, “That is very nice of you to think that it is for Imam Hussain, however, it is not safe 
to have an in-person majlis during this pandemic, and plus, it is illegal. Actually, I was 3 just watching 
BNC, and the newscaster reported that in the United States, there have been more than two hundred 
thousand deaths from this virus!” 

Hadi, who is in denial, says, “But I doubt anyone who has symptoms will attend and no one will find 
out since we only invited our close friends.” 

Sheikh kindly says, “Remember what your duty is in this world. We must keep our brothers and sisters 
in faith safe. If God forbid, someone falls sick and dies because of this majlis, you will always feel 
guilty for the rest of your life and will always have to carry this burden on your shoulders. Such a majlis 
which becomes a cause of harm to anybody is not acceptable in the eyes of Allah. Our honorable 
maraajy state that we must follow the guidelines of our local government and the advice of health 
care experts even if it means having no in-person programs.” 

Then he goes on to say he has a suggestion. 

He says, “We can hold this majlis online, on YouTube and Facebook, and we will reach many more 
people than just fifty people. I would be willing to recite in that majlis. A majlis that is done with 
sincerity, even if it is online, shows a true expression of love.” Hadi and I reluctantly agree to this and 
slowly call everyone we invited and say that the majlis will shift to online. 

The day of the majlis arrives and we set up a stage, send out YouTube and Facebook links, and get 
ready to hold the first online majlis of this Muharram. The majlis goes live, and we suddenly have 
more than a thousand viewers! The majlis goes very well and we receive many encouraging comments 
and emails. We then discussed with Sheikh Jawad and came to the conclusion to have majalis for all 
ten days of this month of Muharram. After these ten days, Hadi 4 and I were discussing how these 
programs went so well. We then reflected on it and we realized that to remember Imam Hussain (a.s), 
we do not have to be in person and what matters is the safety of the people. We also realized that 
our reward comes from Allah and sometimes what our judgment tells us to do may not necessarily be 
right. We always have to keep an open mind and consider all perspectives and possibilities. 

“Stubbornness will prevent you from making the right decisions” 
-Imam Ali (a.s) 



My heart is throbbing as I walk to the corner of our tent. “I need to stay brave,” I whisper. “I need to 
stay brave for Baba and my aunt Zeynab, and everyone else who is with me.” I try to not cry, but when 
no one is looking, I go to the farthest corner. No one can see me here and I just sit there for a few 
seconds until one tear rolls down my face. Then another, and another, until my cheeks are all wet and 
my eyes are red. I quickly wipe away my tears and turn around to make sure no one is looking at me. 
I don’t want them to think I’m not strong. My mother, aunt, all my brothers, and especially my father 
have all been so brave. Why cant I be like them? 

But then again, I started thinking about the blood on the sand. Or the look on my father’s face when 
Ali Asghar was martyred. The look when he was approaching my mother, not knowing how to tell 
her that her youngest child, her baby boy had been martyred. It was only two days ago, when he was 
crying and not even my aunt Zeynab could make him quiet. He wanted water, and food. His rosy 
cheeks were as soft as a pillow and I tried holding him to see if he would sleep. We all hadn’t had any 
water for 3 days, which also meant Ali Asghar could have no milk. I can still feel my baby brother’s 
smooth skin in my hand, and I can still hear the sound of his little voice crying in my mind. I can’t 
believe someone could kill a completely innocent baby boy. 

I started crying again and this time it was much worse. This time, it was no longer a sprinkle of rain. It 
was a rain storm. How had so many things changed in so little time? Why are these people so mean to 
my family? I try to make myself quiet and I hear my Aunt Zeynab’s footsteps. For a minute, I thought 
that maybe she had heard me crying, but her footsteps suddenly stopped and another sound replaced 
them. 

My aunt Zeynab was talking to the other women with compassion, as I overheard her say, “It seems 
like the hardships will still continue after the war is finished. My brother Hussain says that even after 
he becomes Shahid, we women need to stay strong no matter what comes towards us.” 

I hear more horses galloping outside the tents. Nothing will ever be the same for us. I will no longer 
be able to go to the Masjid with my Baba. But my Baba wouldn’t want me crying. He would want his 
three year old girl to stay strong. He would want his three year old girl to be a role model. A role model 
for whoever right now or in the future who will be facing a hardship. There might not be anymore wars 
with Yazid after this, but there will definitely be hard times for anyone throughout their lives. Maybe 
if I stay strong, if I stand up for what I believe is right, and stay brave, people in the future will look 
back to this event and understand that we all face challenges in our lives. We all will have obstacles no 
matter what. You can’t run away from them, so you might as well use them to strengthen you. Use the 
experience to make the world better, just how my Baba is doing all these things so Islam can remain. 
But most importantly, remember to always thank Allah even in the hardest of times and remember 
that he is always with us. He always knows what is happening, and he will never leave us alone. 

I stand up, feeling more confident now and I wipe the rest of my tears. Whatever was coming towards 
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my way, I could handle it. I will fight with it until it is no longer there! 

**** 

There are many people in Karbala that can be a wonderful role model. Although I think every single 
person who stood up for Islam in the event of Ashura is truly magnificent, the story of Hazrat Rughaya 
amazes me every year. I always think how a three year old could be so brave as all of these events 
were happening. As we are in quarantine right now, listening to the story of this brave little girl makes 
me think how I should also be strong through hard times. It makes me realize that there will always 
be challenges and obstacles throughout our lives and the coronavirus might be just one of them. 
Hazrat Rughaya always knew that Allah was with her, and we should do the same. As a Muslim, we 
should remember that Allah is aware of everything happening in the world right now, including the 
coronavirus. We should also remember that he always has a reason for the things he does even if we 
ar not aware of them. We should use this opportunity to realize how many blessings we have and I try 
to use this challenge to strengthen myself. I hope you will do the same.
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The peak of the horizon gazed upon the mountains, the wind brushed against my bloody shoulder. 
Two more steps and I’m dead. Two more steps and I will finally be at rest in this hard everlasting time. 
Just two more steps, I thought. My body froze as my nostrils smelt a sweet smell I had not smelt in 
such a long time. My body wanted more of that smell. But my mind wanted to end it all. Two more 
steps to my death. I felt a cold, large hand on the back of my shoulder, a shiver racing down my back. 
A man whispered, “don’t give up just yet my little one.” 

I could not make out his face, but I could see a light. I hadn’t seen a light in years. His voice trembled 
into the valley and he was gone. Unintentionally, I stepped off of the bridge slowly and carefully 
following the words he said. Suddenly, there it was again, that smell. It was so comforting –– what 
was it? Step after step, the voice echoed through the path. I didn’t know where I was going, but my 
body told me to continue. I hadn’t felt hope for years since my mother passed away. But on this very 
morning, I felt like maybe I had a place to be. The wind howled at me as I continued through the 
pathway and saw another light. My nostrils widened and I nodded. I gripped onto my collared blouse 
and made my way to the entrance of this structure. A figure entered the building, and I froze. I tried to 
quickly cover the blood on my shoulder, but I was unable to. I looked up at him for reassurance, and 
he looked down at my shoulder. He whispered something but I was unable to understand through the 
noise coming from the structure. He glanced inside and welcomed me in. “Salamu-Alaykum,” a woman 
said looking at me with comforting eyes. I was confused and my mind was filled with questions. My 
chapped, bitter lips made out the words “I’m sorry for-” She quieted me and shot me another look 
of comfort as she turned her eyes to lay on my gaping wound on my shoulder. I didn’t even have to 
explain myself. She just wrapped her hands around my shivering body and rushed me into a room to 
clean me up. We went into the room where the sound was coming from. Screams and cries filled the 
room. All of the older women were wearing black, and they seemed miserable. I wondered if it was 
some kind of funeral, but I kept it to myself. The woman who had let me in began to cry as well, so 
I looked around for a body or a casket. Nothing. Just cries of pain. I made my way onto a chair next 
to an elderly lady whose face was completely covered with a black cloth. She gazed at me with an 
open strip of cloth and began to pray for me in a manner my mother used to. Her hands felt warm and 
nourished my stress and anxiety. I wondered who she was, but I was sure I’d find out later. 

I made my way down the hall of this mysteriously comforting building. I scanned a room facing the 
right of me and rushed inside. That smell was coming from within this room. I silently glimpsed around 
wondering what it could be. Then, out of nowhere, there was a bright blinding light that brought the 
aroma as I stepped onto a platform and laid my feet to rest. I saw a book in the center of the bright 
light and grasped it before it was too late. I never read ever since my mother passed, but this seemed 
different: it seemed exciting and full of mystery. I opened the book and brushed my fingertips against 
the rough pages, the cold breeze from the book caressed my blushed cheeks as I read out loud, “No 
disaster strikes except by permission of Allah. And whoever believes in Allah – He will guide his heart. And 
Allah is Knowing of all things. Quran 64:11.” My heart raced and my knees felt weak, I bent down to 
the ground and positioned myself as tears streamed down my face. This was mama’s favorite quote. 
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How could I have lost hope in myself and her? How did I want to end it all if she was watching me 
if Allah was watching me? I heard footsteps enter the room and the lady from earlier threw me a 
compassionate look once again. Her eyes turned to the Quran and she held me there for a second 
whispering in my ear, “Your mother loved you. She really did- She loved Muharram.” I threw her a 
confused face. I hunched at her that I lost most of the memory the night my mom's life was taken. She 
gripped onto my wrists and walked me back into the all-black room. She began to explain to me about 
Muharram and went on to explain who my mother was to this Center. How much she loved God. How 
close she was to Him, and how she believed nobody should ever give up hope when they have Allah 
and Imam Hussien on these holy nights. I saw lights at the corner of her eyes as she spoke so clearly 
and gently. I whispered back, “If Imam Hussien loved my mother, who loved him and Allah, then that 
is more than a good enough reason for me to be alive and well today.” 

My voice escalated a bit and everyone in the room gave me a silent understanding look. I put myself 
into a position to pray and said “Oh Allah thank you for giving me everlasting hope and a reason to be 
here.” Imam Hussien saved my life and my religion.



Muharram 2020 was very difficult for Fatema and her family. Mr. Muhammad Ali, her grandfather, 
was well known for his place on the mimbar. Reciting majalis and masaib. But now, he had to switch 
on the laptop, edit the background and recite the majalis by looking at the screen. However, he was 
still grateful for the fact that he was still praying. 

Mrs. Masuma, her grandmother, used to pray duas and ziarats at the start of the majalis. Again, now 
she had to recite it in front of the screen. If it had to be recorded and sent, it was sent after several 
fails. Some in which Fatema’s little brother’s voice could be heard. And sometimes, Fatima forgot to 
switch on the recording. 

Anyway, Mrs. Zainab, Fatema’s mother, was a volunteer at the local masjid. However , now she recited 
noha for online majalises. But before her turn, there was always an issue of where to sit, get the best 
angle and of course the light. But that, Alhamdulillah, always got sorted in the end. 

Mr. Mohammed Hasnain, was very well known for giving children bracelets and headbands with 
‘Labbaik Ya Hussain' written on it. Now, he just sat with his family and listened to other lecturers. 
Though, he gave some bands to people in the building. Even though there were very small gatherings 
held in the building, everyone did azadari with a lot of fervour. 

Fatema and her elder sister, Zehra were also volunteers at the same Masjid as their mother. They used 
to help in seating and tabarruk . However, now they did small azadari by calling their friends home or 
going to their houses. They always took precautions. They even prepared homemade tabarruk which 
was then distributed to the poor and needy. 

Fatema’s little brother, Aun, however, recited slogans during majalis. he continued that during online 
ones as well. So, like every other family, this family also felt the struggle of Muharram 2020. 

Everyone recalled sitting in the Masjid and listening to the lecturer. Noting down points and then 
discussing it at home.  Going for juloos, picking up alams, reciting nohas and doing azadari. 

Paying attention to online lectures was strangely hard. But everyone put their best efforts. This family 
was doing everything they could. Switching off the TV, listening to Islamic lectures, reading Islamic 
books, attending Islamic class, sending niyaaz to loved ones as well as the poor. They had all decided 
to start one new good thing which they will follow throughout their lives. They all had also started 
reflecting on whatever they did. This, they had heard in a lecture and were trying to implement it in 
their lives. 

So now, whenever Fatema took the remote control in her hand, she just looked at it and kept it back 
in its place. Whenever Zehra felt hot, she remembered Karbala and how Imam Hussain was denied 
water. Whenever Aun got hurt, he was reminded of Bibi Sakina’s wounds and injured ears. 
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This family had also made a point to understand Nahjul Balagha as much as possible. Everyday they 
would read out a sermon or a letter or a saying and then that was discussed with the family. 

Imam Ali (as) has said in Nahjul Balagha, “ The best act is the act that you have to force yourself to 
do.” Keeping this in mind, this family had tried their best to wake up before fajr and pray salatul Lail, 
recite and learn Quran for half an hour at the least, paying attention to lectures, minimizing the usage 
of electronics and trying to please Allah (swt). 

There were many things they had learned by listening to majalises. Lock down or Quarantine had 
made them closer and now they shared the Islamic knowledge they learnt. One of the them was to be 
grateful at every second of the day. To be satisfied with what you have. This point had actually been 
highlighted by the 11 year old Aun. To become Jannati, to be able to enter paradise, one should always 
do prostration. One of the signs of a jannati is that he will do a lot of Sajdahs. Now, when this family 
ate good food , they either said ‘shukr alhamdulillah' or went down in prostration. 

There was one quote that Fatema and her siblings had liked the most. It was by Imam Hussain (as), it 
said, ‘ The most merciful person is the one who forgives when he is able to take revenge.’ Thus, these 
siblings worked hard to stop their daily quarrels among each other. As it is said, ‘Home is where one 
starts from.’ 

Nobody had imagined a Muharram like this. But it has taught as all a very good lesson, that anything 
can happen at anytime. One day you’re out, doing daily work and the next you’re not allowed outside 
your four walls. One day you’re fit and healthy and the next you’re not. Earn sawaab as much as you 
can and repent when you still have the time. 



“I see nothing except the beauty of God” In times when someone would be simply heartbroken, Bibi 
Zainab still stood strong and saw the good and beauty in all the bloodshed. The Ahl ul Bayt and the 
supporters stood together on Ashura and sacrificed their lives for the Hereafter. Throughout their 
struggles, they were still grateful. 

When quarantine first began I couldn’t believe that I was living through a global pandemic and I would 
have to sacrifice a lot for the safety of others and myself. There were times it didn’t make sense to 
me when I had to self isolate. I wished that it would just end and we could go back to how things 
were, pre-covid. I also couldn’t help but think that there are people in other parts of the world that 
are going through worse situations, something I couldn’t imagine going through. It was harder than I 
thought getting used to all the extra time, not going out, and not being able to see anyone other than 
my family. Without realizing; my schedules changed, I became lazy, my mindset and energy levels 
went down. Before I knew it it was almost Ramadhan and I realized that time had gone so fast. Soon 
enough we began fasting and reciting duas each night. This change in my day made me realize that I 
couldn't just waste my time and dwell on the negative instead of seeing the light and trying my best. 

So what role did the battle of Karbala play in my change of mindset? Over the first few months, there 
were a few wafats and some of them had some connection to Imam Hussein. During this time of self-
reflection, I learned a lot about the Ahl ul Bayt. Everyone at Karbala was a great inspiration. The way 
they all stood with Imam Hussein and chose deen over Dunya. In times where everyone would be in 
despair, they stood with hope. Bibi Zainab and Imam Zainul Abedeen led the Ahl ul Bayt supporters 
through a very hard time and showed the world what it is like to be grateful for everything even in the 
darkest situations. 

One of the biggest lessons I have learned from Karbala is to trust Allah. Allah has planned out our 
entire life and everything that comes our way has a reason - a reason that will lead to something 
better. Just like this pandemic is a reason for us to grow and become better versions of ourselves. 
From the many lessons I’ve learned from this event, another lesson is to stay strong and stand with 
the truth. How Hur changed sides before the battle shows us that it’s never too late to do the right 
thing. This pushed me to be productive and use this time to become stronger, gain knowledge, and 
learn about many things I never got time to learn before. I think it was very important for me to learn 
things I never paid attention to. 

Through all that I learned, I knew that I had to stay positive and pray for what is best. I needed to take 
advantage of the free time I have and become a better version of myself in the end. “Do whatever in 
your capacity but by God, you'll never stop people from remembering us,” bibi Zainab’s statement to 
Yazid - a statement that will stay true till qayamah. Here we are today still inspired and inspiring many 
more people by this story. This event has shown me courage, justice, and patience. Going through a 
global pandemic with these qualities would bring the light in our hearts and keep us strong. 
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Sara looked up at the gilded dome, shining bright despite the sun’s setting. Birds circled the minarets, 
landing at pointed minarets throughout the shrine. Like birds, the pilgrims also flocked to and circled 
the shrine. It was a sight to behold. Like a strong magnet, Imam Ali (ʿa) had the pull that no one could 
see, but could certainly feel. 

The adhan began and Sara’s mind began to race, she was officially late. Baba had told her time and 
time again that she should be home by maghreb so that the family could pray together, and yet, once 
again, she was late. She quickly packed up and adjusted her chador before running out of one of the 
haram’s exits. 

Home was but a few steps from the haram, as her family inherited her grandfather’s home in the old 
alley ways of Najaf. She ducked under the lower than normal entrance of the home that was falling 
apart and ran straight to the bathroom. The water calms her nerves as she begins the ritual process of 
wudhu as she recites the dhikr of Allah under her breath. She finished and quickly joined them. 

The prayer was over before she knew it. She could feel her father glancing back to see if she was 
there. He had known she was late, but didn’t mention it. Instead, he reached out to Sara and asked 
Allah to accept her prayers. Sara let out the breath she was unknowingly holding on to, and asked 
Allah to also accept her father’s prayers. Her mother shot her a knowing glance. 

They wrapped up their prayers with a supplication for the awaited savior’s protection and safety in 
unison. Their hearts were united in this prayer. 

- 

“My caged bird, where did you escape to today? You unwillingly returned home, to your cage today!” 

Sara smiled and responded to her Baba over dinner: 

“Our home is not my cage, Baba! Rather, it is these exams that never seem to end.” 

“Sara, study hard, for one day we will need you. We will become old, and frail, and who will tend to us 
then?” 

“Who will become old, and frail, oh Abu Sara?!” His wife, and her mother soon quipped in. 

Sara started laughing and asked Allah to give them a long life. They finished their dinner and as always, 
they liked to finish their evenings with the news. 
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As they flipped on the TV, they noticed something unusual. The news anchor had a panicked look on 
his face, and there was a red banner flashing on the screen reading, “COVID-19”. 

“Covid-19? What is this, baba?” Sara asked her father. He too, was confused. He looked worried, 
mostly. 

Though she was studying medical sciences, Sara soon realized Covid-19 was not something she could 
control. With this news, came the loss of direct access to her Imam (a). The haram closed that night, 
and with it, Sara’s solace. She cared deeply about the Ahl alBayt (a) and now, her trips to the haram 
would be halted. She looked sadly out the window, to see the haram of Imam Ali (a), and wondered 
how she would cope without her daily ziyarah (visitation). 

Her thoughts drifted and she soon found herself asleep. 

The red banner shooting across the TV screen flashed across her mind, but this time, it faded into a 
red flag–the flag of Imam al-Husayn (a). It was tattered, torn, and dirty. Her heart sank as she realized 
where she was. Her feet unable to move, she was to witness one of the most difficult moments in 
history. This was Karbala, the night after Ashura and the separation of the beloved Imam (a) began 
from his family. He lay slain, Sara closed her eyes as the hot tears streamed down her face. She knew 
this story by heart and she knew what was coming. Due to the pandemic, Sara was separated from 
Imam Ali (a), but she knew the separation of Imam alHusayn (a) from his family was especially and 
unbearably painful. She refused to open her eyes but the story continued to play out. 

The women and children ran from the tents, screaming and crying. The fires would not be put out and 
the enemy ravaged the camp, taking any booty they could find. Sara heard a young girl cry and knew 
who it was–it was the beloved daughter of Imam Husayn (a), Sakina. Sara reached out to try and hug 
her, but no, her feet were firmly planted in sand. She could not move. For this, her tears started to flow 
heavier. Sobs were stuck in her throat and she braced herself for what was to come next. 

Lady Zainab (a) came into view and grabbed Sakina, holding her tight against her chest. She ran back 
and tried her best to keep gathering the family. Sara watched on as she witnessed the tragedy of 
Karbala. 

The adhaan began, this time for fajr, and Sara’s eyes sprang open. Her face was wet, in this reality too, 
with tears. She sighed. It was but a dream, but it felt so real. 

“Lady Zainab (a), oh, what did you go through! Oh sister of Imam al-Husayn (a), oh beloved daughter 
of Imam Ali (a), how did you bear the separation?! How?!” 

Sara let out finally, the sobs that were stuck inside poured out. The adhan was almost finished but 
her sobs drowned them out and through tears, she glanced out her window. It was still dark, but she 
could see the golden dome brightly. Yes, she would be separated from her Imam during this painful 
time, but if Lady Zainab (a) could bear the separation, she could too. Sara remembered how Lady 
Zainab (a) continued to do her night prayers, even after the martyrdom of her beloved brother, and 
with that, gathered the motivation to pray her morning prayer–praying to Allah for patience to bear 
the separation from her beloved Imam (a).



It was a crispy cold winter night, and the burning wood in the fireplace clicked and ticked. I plopped 
down on my purple bean bag, sipping from my steaming cup of tea. Everything was quiet and on hold 
because of a tiny, microscopic creature that came from nowhere and it put a spanner in the wheel 
of our normal routines! Our work slowed down, there was no school, and no joyful trips to shopping 
centres. Gatherings, whether for weddings or funerals, were not allowed! Between you and me, I felt 
a bit lost. Back to my wintery night scene: As I was looking through the TV channels, I came across the 
Karbala TV channel and it just happened to be the first night of the Islamic new year. 

“Oh! It’s Muharram” I remembered.

On TV was the sermon of the replacement of the flag, which takes place in Karbala every first night of 
Muharram, accompanied by the vibrant resonance of the slogan.

“Here I am! At your service oh Husain! 

Here I am! At your service oh Husain!”

Tears escaped from my eyes and my heart pounded as I heard it through the television speakers. It 
was the month of reflection and commemoration of an event that kept teaching humanity lessons 
since 1400 years ago! This year, everything looked divergent, as we couldn’t attend the Majalis of 
Muharram! It felt like an ominous, dark cloud that was packed with uncertainty, fear, and concern.

I let out an enormous sigh, then dashed to my prayer mat, grabbed the prayer stone, smelled it, and 
put it as close as possible to my heart to feel it and imagine the tape of memories. Meanwhile, a warm 
breeze surrounded me, then in the blink of an eye, everything changed. Suddenly, I was standing on 
a sandy ground, under a baking sun. I was hearing the sounds of heavy metal clashing and swishes 
of what looked like arrows. I kept walking mindlessly towards the direction of the sounds. Then I 
noticed heavy smoke floating in the hot air. Something was burning and there were kids squealing 
and screaming. 

“Ya Allah!” As I reached the destination with fear mixed up with astonishment, I could not believe my 
eyes! It was the battlefield of Karbala, and there were bodies shuttered everywhere, arrows planted 
in chests, blood bursting here and there. “Where are you master Hussain?” I mumbled. I couldn’t hold 
the hot tears that found their way out of my eyes, engraving the dust and smoke that was covering my 
face. Scanning the horizon, I saw a flood of light aiming to the sky, surrounded by bright, transparent 
creatures that were welcoming the emerging light tunnel with different statements. 

One said respectfully, “Peace be upon the brave leader who stood up in the face of a tyrant.” 

Another said, “Peace be upon the merciful dad and the human who amazed his enemies before his 
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friends.” 

A Third sound said admirably, “ He showed us how to cope with difficulty by staying connected to 
loved ones and connected to noble actions, even amid struggles.” 

A Fourth one said “Master, you lighten up the skies, your grandfather is waiting for you to quench 
your thirst.”

I just realised that this was Imam Husain’s soul which was rising towards the heavens surrounded by 
angels, I cried out “I wish we were with you and we would win a great win Master Husain!” While I 
was gazing in the sky with complete helplessness, I felt the hand of a terrified little girl asking for help. 
Her right ear was dripping blood! “What is going on dear?” I asked.

“A giant man snapped my earrings with some flesh from my ears!” she replied in pain, hovering her sight 
everywhere. Instantly, I recognised a shadow of a lady covered in black respectful clothes, calming the 
little girl down and trying to take her back to stay under her supervision. I realised that she should be 
Sayiddah Zainab, with a shaking sound I asked her “Are you Sayiddah Zainab?”

The lady answered with an overwhelmingly confident sound. “I am Zainab bint Ali ibn Abi Talib. I have 
to take the little girl back because I am in charge of the remaining family members.”

“How could you cope with all of that Sayiddatee?” My voice sank somewhat, though the words were 
still distinguishable. 

‘I have not seen anything but beauty,’ Sayiddah Zainab stated. 

I could not reply and kept looking at her with a hundred questions in my mind. 

“Excuse me, sister, I have to go, do you want any help?” said Sayiddah Zainab.

“Advise me, guide me lady Zainab.” I told her impatiently “Discover your own gems sister and spread 
our teachings” replied Sayiddah Zainab as she was heading back towards the tents.

She left me wondering about how a lady who had been through a vivid, fearful war, a lady who had 
lost all her loved ones, a lady who’s life had changed dramatically within the blink of an eye, could 
have shown all of that steadfastness and faithfulness in holding the responsibility of taking care of all 
the widows, orphans and protecting the remaining Imam, Ali Zain Al-Abideen and going public with 
what was going on!

I believe Her perspective was the key, and she kept serenity and modesty and did not allow her mind 
to spend too much time pondering about ‘what if?’ questions. She was known to state that she had 
not seen anything but beauty, because she had an insight into the bigger picture, and she knew that 
those events were just pieces of the puzzle that would maintain the integrity of the religion.

My heart shattered into splinters, sending my soul flying back and landing roughly on my body. As I 
was collecting myself, holding the prayer stone tightly, I found myself sitting on my prayer mat back in 
my typical western house with a monologue that had been running inside my head literally since then. 
“The Ahlul Bayt are our role models, and the event of Karbala is filled with lessons. Imam Husain gave 
the optimum and did the best until the last minutes of his life and Sayiddah Zainab channeled all her 



anxious energy into positive actions. Today, how can I apply that?” 

Every dark cloud has a silver lining, and this is our chance to thicken that lining and take charge of 
our mental health, spend quality time with our loved ones, let our spirituality spike, and build up our 
energy stores to help us cope with the other aspects of our day that had been made more difficult, so 
we come out of this crisis much more stronger.

Facts!
• The month of Muharram, is when the ceremonial mourning takes place.

• Al-Husain (grandson of Prophet Mohammad (pbuh) was a revoluntionary person, a righteous 
man, the Imam of Muslim Ummah.

• A majalis: is a set of commemoration rituals observed by muslims.

• A prayer stone is a small block of earth, called a Turbah, which is usually made from clay from 
the land of Karbala in Iraq.

• The events of Karbala reflect the collision of the good versus the evil, the virtuous versus the 
wicked, and the collision of Imam Husain (the head of virtue) versus Yazid (the head of impiety).

• Sayiddah Zainab (A):is the granddaughter of Prophet Mohammad (pbuh)



It happened a few days before Eid of Ghadeer. Considering the epidemic situation around the world, 
my life had been going so smoothly that I was feeling low, remembering a hadith of Imam Ali (a.): 
"Difficulties/tribulations race towards a pious believer faster than drops of rain which fall to the 
ground." I had started to ask myself if I was not being a good Muslim. And then it happened. 

That day from morning, there was a sinking feeling in my heart and my whole day at work went 
very gloomy. After picking up my pre-schooler daughter, Zaynab, from her daycare, I subconsciously 
started playing a list of Noha inside the car while driving. There was this specific Noha, 'Chalo Karbala 
chalay' (meaning "let's go to Karbala"), playing on. It had pierced directly into my heart ever since my 
parents and siblings visited last Arbaeen but I wasn't fortunate enough to go, because I have always 
been maintaining Taqiyyah with my Sunni husband and he would never understand what pulls us to a 
war-stricken country like Iraq. Anyway, that afternoon, most parts of the journey home were fine but 
at my last right turn, a car from the opposite direction turned left simultaneously, skipped two lanes, 
and sped directly into my lane and CRASH! BOOM! BANG! For a split of a second, my head went blank 
and I thought that it meant death. When I jerked back into reality, I noticed that the other car had 
hit on my side of my car. Yet, there was more damage to the other car than mine. The next moment, I 
turned my attention to myself and my daughter. To my utter disbelief, both me and Zaynab, who had 
started screaming inconsolably from fear, were unscathed, as if an invisible force had shielded us from 
any injury. Not even a scratch on either of us! Sub'han Allah! I called 911, reported my version of the 
collision to the police, and drove back home. 

The next few weeks passed critically, as I had no idea how the other driver had told the story, and 
unfortunately, I did not photograph the spot of the collision to prove that I was not at guilt. I felt 
desperate when I realized that I would become bankrupt if I was charged 'at fault' for the collision, 
which I surely wasn't. This state of helplessness reverted me towards Ahlul bait. I tried to recall that 
no calamity overweighs the calamity faced by Mowla Hossain and I found solace by remembering 
the immense Sabr of Zaynab. I started the Amal of the recitation of Ziyarat Ashura which, if carried 
out for 40 consecutive days, is very effective for the fulfillment of Hajat and dispersion of misery. 
On Tuesdays, I restarted recitation of Dua Tawassul and beseeched Allah through the Masoomeen. 
Recalling that when we beseech through Imam e Zaman, Imam prays for us and helps us, I wrote an 
Areeza (letter) to Imam e Zaman and asked Imam for help so that my situation is resolved with justice. 
I gave some Sadaqah for the safety of Imam e Zaman with the hope to repel my distress. I prayed with 
more sincerity and devotion than I did in the past months of the year. I submitted myself to Allah. 

Days passed and the month of Muharram started. My heart bled freshly as I hadn't ever joined any 
Azadari Majlis in my new city of residence; I had feared that going there would reveal my beliefs 
to my husband. Hence, with a heavy heart, I decided to mourn through watching online Azadari in 
Youtube. Meanwhile, my heart remained restless until I emailed the local Hussainiyah Centre seeking 
permission to attend the commemoration programs of Ashura. 
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A few days before Ashura, the Collision Claims Centre gave me a call. They informed me of their 
conclusions that I was not at fault and hence, they would repair my car completely free of charge. 
I silently thanked Allah for showering His mercy upon this sinful servant of His. Simultaneously, I 
received an invitation from the Hussainiyah Centre to join the remaining nights of the Azadari Majlis. 
I felt emotions cornering in my eyes. This couldn't be a mere coincidence! It was Allah's guidance to 
re-route me towards the Ahlul bait, towards the Ark of Salvation! I was slightly hesitant to ask my 
husband to allow me and Zaynab attend 'a series of religious programs arranged by Pakistanis'. To my 
surprise, he told me to go ahead. All praises to Allah who makes our efforts easier when we turn to 
Him! Dropping off my car for repair, I drove the replacement rental car, taking Zaynab to her first-ever 
Azadari Majlis. I cried. I cried for the blessing Allah has given me this Muharram to become a part of 
an Azadari Majlis. I mourned for Imam Hussain with the hope that Allah forgives my past ignorance 
and sins. I prayed so that Allah helps me guide Zaynab in the light of Ahlul Bait. It was an experience 
for just a few nights and this little Azadar of Imam Hussain now wouldn't retire to bed until she listens 
to 'Ya Hussain' (i.e. Noha)! 

I was pondering upon my car collision and the series of aftermaths the 'disaster' had uncoiled. The 
more I come to think about it, the more I realize how it had been completely a blessing in disguise. 

The lesson this Muharram has brought to me is that if we remain steadfast in our Amal, Akhlaq & our 
duties towards the two heavy objects (Qur'an and Ahlul Bait) especially during the times of hardship, 
Allah will certainly grant us relief and guide us towards the Noor of Ahlul Bait. I pray that the love of 
Masoomeen forever enlightens our hearts. 
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A story l would like to tell
Of the days that we spent
When we were faced with a test
From our Lord the Great 
With the coming of the Covid-19 event 

À lockdown was put in place 
No more meeting with family or friends 
Gatherings were just a stress
Parents and siblings were the best 
For the full nights and the days 

In all of this the calendar changed
The Muslim new year began 
Days of mourning to commemorate
How were we supposed to manage? 
No majalis could be held

But our elders and leaders are great 
Making worthy use of the lnternet 
Online programs were all set 
Each home an aza khana now became 
Schedules adequate were put in place 

Parents played their part well 
Kept the timetable to the effect 
À majlis each of us had
Crafts for children and stories as well 
Learnt to make and display the decorates 

No better Muharram did we ever get
Such was this year that great 
Virtual world we did attend
But similar to the live world that we have 
Talked and discussed every thing on the chats

How much energy was put into it l wonder
How many people worked behind the curtains l wonder 
How can l ever thank or repay them l wonder 
All for the sake of azadari e Husain l wonder
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But we definitely got the best there is no wonder

If such a test comes for us when adults 
We will surely be able to accept the challenge for certain 
Demonstrated their capabilities to us our adults
Lessons derived from the Karbala event is certain 
With our Lord's help we will be able to perform well is too certain 



Winning Entries for Writing 
Competition 2020

We are pleased to announce the results of our 2nd Annual Writing Competition. We had over 100 
submissions from all over the world, such as Australia, Bangladesh, Burundi, Canada, Germany, India, 
New Zealand, Pakistan, Tanzania, U.A.E, UK and United States. We also had writers from the ages 
of 4 years old to 61 years young. Each writer had an interesting perspective and unique take on the 
topic, and we wish to congratulate all of the participants!

We also want to thank our judges for taking on this challenging role of picking the best entries 
from all the wonderful submissions. May Allah bless the judges, participants, and their parents and 
teachers. Jazākallāh Khayr!


